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nut wntcb out, nnywny. Good night,
little playmates. Wake, me up at 4.15."

Tliut was nil of tho conversation for

evenly-tw- o iiiIIcr.

It was dawn wlirn Buffum drovo

again, lie was silent; lio was concch.-tinte- d

on keeping tin- - speedometer Just
two miles higher than seemed safe.
Rut once a mile or ho, on straight

stretch?, he glanced with weary hap- -

pines at the morning meadows, at
shimmering tapestry of 'grass nnd

young wheat, nnd caught half n noto

of the song of tho meadow lark. Ills
mouth, so grimly tight In dangerous
place, rose nt the corners.

Townrd noon, as Buffum was ap-

proaching the village of Apogee, la.,

tho smooth Waring of tho motor was

Interrupted by n noise ns though tho

engine was (lying to pieces.

Ho yanked at tho switch; before the

car had quite halted, Hoy nnd ho had

tumbled out at opposite sides, 'were

running forward to lift the hood. The

fnn guard, a heavy wire soldered on

tho radiator, had worked loose and

bent u fan blade, which had ripped out

ft handful of honeycomb. Tho Inside of

tho radiator looked as though It had

been hacked with u dull knife. Tho

water was cascading out.

Uuffum speculated: "Apogeo next

town? Can't get radiator thcie. None

nearer 'n Clinton. Got this soldered. .

Hero! You!"

Tho "Here! You!" wan directed at

tho driver of an ancient roadster. "Got

to hustlo this boat into next town.

Want you to haul me In."

Itoy Bender had already .matched a

towropo from the Back of the racing

car, was fastening It to tho front axlo

of tho Mallnrd, tho rear of the road-

ster.
Uuffum gave no time for disputes.

"I'm J. T. Uuffum. Kacln' 'cross con-

tinent. Hero's 10. Want your ma-

chine ten minutes. I'll drive." He had

crowded into tho seat. Already, with

Itoy steering the Mallard, they wero

headed for Apogee.

A shouting crowd ran out from house

nnd store. Uuffum slowly looked them

over. Of u man In corduroy trousers

and khaki shirt, who had plumped out

of a garage, hu demanded. "Who's tho

best soldorer In town?"

"I nm. Good as anyldy In Iowa!"

"Now, wait! Know who 1 am?"

"Sure. You're Huff urn."

"My radiator Is shot to thunder. Got

to bo soldered. I want six hours' work
' dono In ono hour, or less. How about

tho hardware storo? Isn't there n, sol-der- er

there thnt'H even" better than

you?"
"Yea, I guess mabo old Frank

Dieters is."

"Get him and gel ttin other good men,

and got busy. Ono of jou work on each

side. Roy Hcnder, here, will boss you."

Already Hoy was taking down tho ra-

diator. "One hour, remember. Hurry!

Plenty of money In It"
"Oh," we don't caro anything about

tho money!"
"Thanks, old man. Well, I might as

well grub a llttlo sleep. Whero'll I got

a. long distance connection?" he

yawned.
"Across the street, ut Mrs. Hivers's.

Be less noise then than In the garage,

I guess."

the wn was a house that

OVER u large square box with

octagonal cupola on the
mansard roof. It was set back

In a ynrd of rough grass and old crab-appl- e

trees. At thr gutn were a Amall-js- n,

severe woman In spectacles and
apt-oii-

, aiul a glil of tuentj -- live or six.

Uuffum looked at the girl twlco and
tried to make out what It was that dis-

tinguished her from all the other women

In the trowd that had come pushing

and glgffllng to seo tho famous car.
Sho was sharply Individualized. It

was not that she wns tall and 'blazing.

She s slight and delicate as a dry-poi- nt

etching. Her chin was precise

though soft; she had a Homan nose, a
feminized charming version of the Ro-

man none. Tho fcilng that made her
distinctive, Uuffum reflected, was her
poise. The girl by tho gate was ns
quietly aloof as the small, cold moon
of winter.

He plodded ncross the road. Ho hesi-

tated before speaking.
"I hope there hasn't been an acci-

dent," sho murmured to htm.
"No, Just a small repair."
"But why docs every one peem so

much concerned?"
"Why, it's It's I'm J. T. Uuffum."
"Mr. uh Uuffum?"
"I reckon you have never heard of

me."
"Why, uh should I have?" Her

eyes wero serious, regretful nt discour-
tesy.

"No. You shouldn't. I Just mean.
Motor fans usually have. I'm a racer.
1 m driving from San Francisco to New
York "

RECKON
UH SHOULD I

"Heally? It will take you-t- en days?"
"Four to five days."
"In two days you will be iu the East?

See the ocean, tho art galleries? Oh!"
In her voice was wistfulness. Her

eyes saw far-o- ff things. But they came
back to Apogee, la., and to the big.
dusty man in leather, with a peni-

tent: "I'm ashamed not to have beard
of you, but I we haven't a car. I hope
they will make your repairs quickly.
May mother and I give you a glass of
milk or something?"

' "I'd be glad If you'd let me use your
telephone. So noisy, at"

"Of course! Mother, this Is Mr.
Uuffum, who Is driving acrosa the
country. Oh my name
Rivera."

Uuffum awkwardly tried to bow In

two directions nt once. Then he. fol-

lowed Aurllla Hivers's slender back.
He noticed how smooth were her.
bhouldcr blades. They were neither
Jagged nor wadded. It seemed to him
that the bluo silk of her waist took
lifo from the warm and eager flesh be-

neath. 7v her studied serenity she had
not lost her youth.

As he drew away from the prying
crowd Mid tho sound of hasty ham-

mers and wrenches, ho was conscious-o- f

clinging peace. The brick of tho
walk was worn to a soft rose, shaded
by gently moving branches of lilac
busb.es. At tho end was a wild grape
arbor, and an ancient bench. Tho ar-

bor was shadowy, and full of the feel-

ing of long and tranquil years. In this
land of new houses and new red barns
and blazing miles of wheat. It seemed
mysterious with antiquity.

And on tho doorstep was tho
bleached vertebra of a whale. Uuffum
was confused. He travelled so much
and so swiftly that he always had to
stop to think whether he was East or
West, and riow. Yes, this was Iowa.
Of course. But that vertebra belonged
to New England.

And to New England belonged the
conch shell and tho mahogany table In

the wide hall, with Its strip of rag car-
pet, down which Miss Rivers led him to
the telephone nn wall

"I YOU HAVE NEVER HEARD OF ME.'
"WHY, HAVE T

is Aurllla

instrument. Buffum noticed that Miss
Rivers conscientiously disappeared
through the wide door at the end of the
liall Into a garden of pinks and pan-sie- s

and sweet William.
"Please get me long distance."
"I'm long distance and short dis-

tance and"
"All right. Tills is Buffum, the trans-

continental racer. I want to talk to
Detroit. Mich. Mallard Motor Com-
pany ottice of the President."

waited ten minutes. He sat

HEon the edge at a William and
Mary chair, and felt obese,
clumsy, extremely dirty. He

ventured off his chair disapproving of
the thunder of his footsteps and stood

In the doorway of a room, which, he
funded, contalnod all tho Rivers treas-
ures. Tho corner by the bow window
seemed to be a shrine. Above a genu-

ine antediluvian haircloth sofa were
three pictures: In the centre was ft

rather good painting of a man who
was tho very spirit of 1860 In New Eng-

land burnsldcs, grim, white forehead,
Roman nose, prim- - triangle of shirt-fron- t.

On tho right was a water color
of a house, whltc-doorc- d, narrow-cave- d,

standing out
against gray sand and bluo water, with
a moored motor dory beyond. On tho
woodshed ell of tho pictured house was
nailed up tho name-boar- d of a ship
the I'cnnlnah Sparrow.

On the left of the portrait wus a
fairly recent enlarged photograph of
a man somewhat like tho gran'thcr of
1850, so far as Romanncss of noso went,
but weaker nnd more pompous, a hand-
some old buck, with a pretentious broad
eyeglass ribbon, and hair that must
have been silvery over a face that must
have been deep-flushe- d.

By thq sofa was a marble-toppe- d

stand, on which were sweet peas surely
ficsh that day.

Then central called, and Buffum was
talking to the President of tho Mallard
Motor Company, who for two days and
nights had sat by the ticker, watching
his flashing progress.

"Hello, chief. Buffum speaking. Held
up for about one hour. Apogee, la.
Think I can mako it up. But better
move the schedule up through Illinois
and Indiana. Huh? Radiator leak.
By!"

Ho inquired the amount of toll, and
rambled out to the garden. Ho had
to hurry away, of course, and got soma
sleep, but it would be good for him to
see Aurllla Rivers again, to take with
him tho memory of her cool resolute-
ness. She was coming toward him. Ha
meekly followed her back toward tho
hall, to the front steps. There he halt-

ed her. He would see qulto enough of
Roy Bender and tho car before ho
reached New York.

"Please sit down here a moment and
tell me" J

"Yes?"
'Oh, about the country around hero,

and uh oh! I owe you for the tele-

phone call."
"Please! It's nothing."
"But it's something. It's J2.95."
"For a telephone call?"
He caught her hand and pressed tha

money into it. She plumped down on
tho steps, and ho discreetly lowered his
bulk beside her. Sho turned on him,
blazing:

"You infuriate me! You do tho
things I've always wanted to sweep
across big distances, command men,
have power. I suppose It's the old Yan-
kee shipmasters coming out in me."

"Miss Rivers, I noticed a portrait In
there. It seemed to me that tho pic-

ture and the old sofa mado a kind of
bhrine. And the fresh flowers."

She stared a little 'before she said:
"Yes. It is a shrine. But you're the

first one that ever guessed. How did
you"

"I don't know. I suppose it's bocnusa
I went through soma California mis-

sions a few days ago. Tell me about
the people In the pictures."

"You wouldn't oh, some day, per-

haps."
"Some day! Now, you see here, child!

Do you realize that in about forty min-

utes I'll be kiting out of hero at sev-

enty miles an hour? Imagine that I've
met you a couple of times In the bank
or the post office, and finally after
about six months I've called here and
told your mother I like pansles. All
right. All that Is over. Now, who are
you. Aurllla Rivers? Who and what
and why and how and when?"

She smiled. She nodded. She told.

was a school teacher now, but
SHE her father had died well,

enlarged photograph in
there was her father, Bradley

Rivers, pioneer lawyer of Apogee. Ho
had come out from Cape Cod as a boy.
The man of the central
portrait was her grandfather, CapU

Zenas Rivers of West Harlepool, on
the. Cape. The house in tho picture
was the Rivers mansion, birthplace of
her father, of her grandfather and his
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